JAMES JOYCE

astonishing blend of imagination and pedantry he has yet
achieved. He is, throughout, essaying a dream language.
Ulysses dealt with day. Work in Progress deals with night.
If in day-time language must change to suit its theme, then
the language of night-thinking, that series of apparently
illogical leaps by which we progress in dream, must like-
wise be suited to the activities it describes. So, to make
the language of Work in Progress, have gone all the allu-
sions, the associations, the puns, the cross-correspondences
from language to language, from experience to experi-
ence, the accidents, the mistakes, the childhood memories,
everything in the life of everyman (Here Cometh Every-
man, H. C. Earwicker, Haveth Childers Everywhere,
etc.) which has brought about that any one object or idea
shall recall or join hands -with any other, or be fused with
it into a dream object or idea, incomprehensible at first
sight to the conscious mind.

Some time ago I awoke from a dream with two words
vividly upstanding before my mind's eye: HIGGERTH
MIZZERS. They appeared in print as the headline of a
newspaper, persisting after I was awake, and visible with
decreasing clarity every time I shut my eyes again. I
could make nothing of them at first. It was not until I
had forgotten, and suddenly remembered them again,
that I came upon the clue. They were an amalgam of
two names in which I was interested, plus a memory con-
nected with one of the names. The first name was Harry
Mizler, a light-weight boxer whose performance I had
been following. The second was Mis Tor, a horse I had
occasionally backed. My reason for backing it was largely
sentimental: Great Mis Tor is the highest peak of Southern
Dartmoor, where I used to live, and I have often climbed
it. Another name for it is High Mis Tor (there is a Little
Mis Tor, not far away). A Devonian for "great" says
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